EDWARD    THOMAS

No less.

Let me sometimes dance

With you,

Or climb

Or stand perchance

In ecstasy.

Fixed and free

In a rhyme,

As poets do.

TALL NETTLES

TALL nettles cover up, as they have done
These many springs, the rusty harrow, the plough
Long worn out, and the roller made of stone:
Only the elm butt tops the nettles now.

This corner of the farmyard I like most:
As well as any bloom upon a flower
I like the dust on the nettles, never lost
Except to prove the sweetness of a shower.

THE PATH
RUNNING along a bank, a parapet
That saves from the precipitous wood below
The level road, there is a path.   It serves
Children for looking down the long smooth
steep,